I3o           THE CUCKOO CLOCK

been able to see very little of the outside of her
aunt's house; and charming as the inside was,
the outside, I must say, was still " charminger."
There seemed no end to the little up-and-down
paths and alleys, leading to rustic seats and
quaint arbours; no limits to the little pine-wood,
down into which led the dearest little zigzaggy
path you ever saw, all bordered with snowdrops
and primroses and violets, and later on with
periwinkles, and wood anemones, and those
bright, starry, white flowers, whose name no
two people agree about*

This wood-path was the place, I think, which
Griselda loved the best. The bowling-green was
certainly very delightful, and so was the terrace
where the famous roses grew; but lovely as the
roses were (I am speaking just now, of course, of
later on in the summer, when they were all in
bloom), Griselda could not enjoy them as much as
the wild-flowers, for she was forbidden to gat)bteror
touch them, except with her funny round nose !

" You may scent them, my dear/' said Miss
Grizzel, who was of opinion that smell was not
a pretty word; " but I cannot allow anything

more/'

And Griselda did " scent " them, I assure you.